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"Yes, I made it," my voice was shaky "Thanks *
"Where are you going?"
"To the Polytechnic," I answered
"Hmm, a long way/' the voice spoke laconically, and added, "Keep to the left Then theyll show you how to get from there, though there are arrows and directions written everywhere, anyway."
As I plunged into the intricate underground passages of Warsaw, I soon began to shiver with the chill of the cellars I followed the turns from arrow to arrow, from light to light, from mark to mark All along the route soldiers of our Security Corps were on duty to "keep the traffic rolling/9
Both sides of the narrow passages running through the subterranean labyrinth were jammed with chairs, tables and beds on which people were at that hour, 5 SO AM, trying to sleep Their faces were gray with the mould of the caves they rotted in. Their eyes were poignant, watchful, inquiring They were the eyes of people who had given up everything and suffered in dreadful silence, with clenched teeth and tearless hearts Nursing women and pregnant women, old women who could hardly move or talk, children and aged men, sick and feeble, were all huddled here Condemned to darkness, to waiting and to nothingness, they crouched alongside the damp walls, not quite alive, and not yet dead, following us, the couriers and officers of the Home Army moving through the narrow passages as if we were already the free messengers of the sun and air up above.
As I went from tunnel to tunnel, I became sick myself from looking at the parchment-faced cave dwellers with their silent mouths and their shouting eyes I ran as fast as I could, and twice I stumbled against pipes and fell flat on my face. When I finally emerged in the open, I was determined never again to descend into the catacombs if I could help it